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When Progne red the writ,

(A wondrous tale to tell)

She kept it clofe : though malice made

Hir vengmg hart to fwell.

And did deferre the deede,
Til time and place might ferue,
But in hir minde a lharpe reuenge,
She fully did referue.

0 filence feldome

That women counfell keepe,

The caufe was this, Jhe wakt hir wits

And lullde hir tong onfleepe.

1 fpeake againft my fex,
So haue I done before,

But truth is truth, and mufte be tolde
Though daunger keepe the dore.

The thirde yeres rytes renewed,
Which Bacchus to belong,
And in that night the queene prepares
Reuenge for al hir wrongs.

She (girt in Bacchus gite)
With fworde hir felfe doth arme,
With wreathes of vines about hir browes
And many a needles charme. j

And forth in furie flings,
Hir handmaides following fail,
Vntil with haftie fteppes me founde
The fhepecote at the laft.

There howling out aloude,

As Bacchus priefls do crie,

She brake the dores, and found the place

Where Philomene did lye.